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Axl was stoned. 


He was swaying his hips looking at his guitarist with dreamy eyes and a lazy grin on his lips just waiting to be 
noticed. 


Waiting for a sign.. 


That was all he needed. 


He wasn't being himself that night. 


He was trying to look sexy for the half beast- half idiot he had for a bandmate, while he was rubbing his 
crotch on this girl.. He had no idea who she was, her name could be Loraine for all he cared. It was just one of 
the girls who used to dance in their gigs. 

So there he was, grinding his pelvic area and singing at the same time, making the most lascivious movements 
that occurred to him, the ginger was sweating and the makeup he had moments ago was now running down his 


cheeks like crazy, his teased hair was on point, at least. 


He was making obscene movements with this chick in front of the public, and all in the name of waking up 
Saul's libido, the fucker was as high as kite, that he was just able to function with his guitar. 

(Not that he was the needy in this.. whatever thing they had, it was normally Slash the one who would come 
to his bed trying to get something else from him) 


Axl made the girl aside and approached his guitarist to get the perfect closeness he needed. He stood behind 
Slash and took him by the shoulders, they were both shirtless and sweaty and when Slash was playing his solo 


Axl seized the moment and whispered: 


"Tonight" 


Tha was a promise. 


The brunette nodded. Axl didn't know if he agreed or was just nodding because he was high. He tended to nod 


for stupid reasons whenever he was drugged. 


The redhead caressed his neck in a sensuous way, everyone thought it was part of the show, while Slash tried 
to reach for his mouth and kiss him ( of course that never happened). 


Axl danced with Slash's Solo waving his hips and touching him once or twice, in his approaches he would blow 
Slash's curls with his warm breath teasing him, making him restless, because Slash loved guitars more than 


life, but at that moment all he wanted to do was to sit Axl on his lap and open his zipper... 


Goddamit, he wasn't even gay neither was Axl, but they had this thing going on.. 


Both were discreet at all hours except at night in gigs, when the atmosphere was dark and shady and the 
attraction was so hard to deny that it hurt inside his pants, thank god he had a guitar to cover it. 


2 


"What is that?" Duff pointed out. 


"What is what?" the redhead responded blushing to an extreme while Slash was covering his face with his 


bushy hair. 


The shit eating grin Duff was giving him was enough to make him more nervous. " Your hair is all sticky with.. 
dude, it looks like cu-" 


"It is glue!" Slash explained." We were doing some crafts and stuff." 


The bassist arched an eyebrow, these two thought he was stupid He might be blonde, but it was all hair dye. 


"You mean, your glue?" 


"No, | mean, we were also baking, it is the cake's icing," said Slash while trying to remove his fluids from Axl 's 


hair. 


What was he talking about? 


"Fucking shut up, would you?" Interfered the redhead, slapping slash's hand, scared for his already damaged 


reputation. "I, [-" 


Axl's face fell and became all red, his tongue got tied, his eyeballs dried, and he wanted to punch Slash for not 
helping, for convinced him to fuck in the bathroom that they all shared, it was midday, Saturday, and they 


were all in the house. 


They probably knew by now. 


"Axl." 


"Axl." 


"Axl!" 


Axl woke up, he was sweating, his heart was beating so fast and Slash was looking at him. 


"Hey, man, you were saying nonsense, are you ok?" 


The redhead nodded, " why are you here?" 


He already knew but he had to ask. It was part of a routine. 


Axl looked at the window, it was midnight by now and he was covered in sweat and the room was dark except 


for the little light of the lamp next to his bed that he bought in Goodwill, a couple weeks ago. 


Slash was sat on his bed staring at him in curiosity and just in boxers, he was probably horny and wanted him 
to help him, not that Axl didn't like the idea, the chemistry they had was out of this world but every time 


they had sex.. Axl always tended to end up with feelings of regret, remorse and more remorse. 


He should be doing Erin or some other girl, not his bandmate, his guitarist. Long gone were the days of him as 
a choirboy but still, deep down he knew he was failing to God. 


Or at least that was what preachers used to say in mass, but everything was so contradictory. 


From the actions of his stepfather to his attraction for Slash and some other men, he liked women but not as 


much. 


It was as if he had to have two identities, one his true self, and the other one just to save face. 


" You slept all afternoon" 


Axl looked at the clock, it was [2 am. and Slash was there sat on his bed with his luscious lips, inviting him. He 


was getting closer and just the mere view was tempting him. 


"Come here." 


He invited him to his bed, covering the brunette with his cozy duvet, both men in underwear, of course, they 
always tended to get rid of clothes very fast, the sensation of bare skin made them dizzy. Even if they did 
nothing but sleep. Slash was the one who had that great idea for the times when Axl wasn't feeling in the 
mood when they started this thing, whatever it was. 


They had certain rules to obey besides sleeping naked together, rules like: 


Not get over affectionate in public. 


To not tell anyone about it. 


And more importantly, to have in mind that it was just a fling, and that it would end when one of them said so. 


